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The Lies That Bind 


by smwrites 


Summary 


Arima Kana's journey to find herself leads her to discover that she wasn't an only child. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Prologue 


Aquamarine reflected back in the iris of her eyes. A jellyfish wiggled playfully behind the 
industrial grade glass boundary separating the duo — a retired idol and an invertebrate 
creature of the sea. And yet, it failed to divert the woman’s attention from the man that went 
by the name of the colour that surrounded her. 


Her unrequited crush. 


It was no surprise, really. The man with the starry eyes had always set his vision somewhere 
else, on someone else — and it wasn’t her. She had only ever joined B-Komachi because she 
was weak to the idea of getting to see him and be with him frequently, not because she 
wanted to be an idol or was wanting for money. And now that there were only a few months 
left until they graduated from their high school, it all seemed useless in hindsight. 


And so she had quit Ruby’s idol group, a mishmash of misfits trying to make a mark in an 
already overcrowded pool of candidates wielding flashy costumes and neon lights — and 
decided to do something else. 


But what would she even do? Acting was her forte, and even then she was getting outclassed 
by the newer actors. She moved on to the next exhibit — one of penguins. The terrain was 
different, earthen and rocky; and the penguins seemed to have fun swimming in the water, 
unlike the jellyfish who was mindlessly bobbing in their artificial enclosure. 


It momentarily made her think what it’d be like to actually stand out in the acting world. 
Once upon a time she had wondered whether she would get the chance to act alongside him 
again. Now she knew better. The trip session ended soon enough and she realised that she 
wanted nothing to do with Aquamarine Hoshino. 


Nothing to do with Ruby Hoshino either. 


The visit to the local aquarium couldn’t really get her mind off him — so what better than to 
visit a totally different city instead? Maybe something else will divert her attention away 
from him — something more beautiful. 


She looked up at the sky, a palette of orange and vermillion, the sun touching the edge of the 
distant horizon. A direct contrast, no, complement to her blues. Really, flowers should have 
been first on her list. 


And so, a solo visit to Nerima was planned for viewing the cherry blossoms over the 
weekend. 


New Threads 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Kana set out early — she doubted she could stick to her plan of a solo visit if she didn’t 
actually get going. She had half a mind to ask Mem-cho to tag along with her, but ultimately 
settled on powering through the urge. At least that way she could convince herself that 
leaving B-Komachi didn’t affect her at all. 


That didn’t change the fact that she felt lonely. 


The fallout was expected, but Kana underestimated how being separated from the idol group 
could affect her social life. In fact, the situation seemed more like it was B-Komachi kicking 
her out instead of the other way round. Not to mention, her one sided feelings for Aqua. 


She took a deep breath and released it, trying to let go of her thoughts and looked up at the 
sky instead. It was a cloudy morning, with no trace of the unlimited blue that is the default 
tone of the firmament. 


Nerima was calm compared to the din and bustle of Shinjuku or Shibuya. Even in the cherry 
blossom season. The parks were small, lined with green, their lanes just wide enough to let 
two motorbikes pass side to side. A pleasant breeze blew, propelling a lone petal of a cherry 
towards her, and Kana chased it for a good five seconds, before finally catching it with one 
hand outstretched. 


She reached the river park, and there was only pink. Small & pink cherry blossoms were in 
full bloom, the petals swirling in the wind gently — scattering their beauty to destinations 
unknown. The river was a patient companion, flowing steady, aiding to the ambience. 


And amidst all the people, she noticed a single, white cat sitting on a park bench. She walked 
up to it, intending to pet it. But a voice stopped her. 


“Don’t feed it.” 


She turned her face to see a raven haired guy in an ensemble of casual hoodie, khaki jeans 
and blue sneakers. Additionally, he was wearing thick doubled framed glasses that didn’t 
quite do justice to his blue eyes. 


“T didn’t, stop worrying.” 


The cat jumped off the bench, as if intrigued by the conversation, and walked up to Kana, its 
tail lightly swishing against her ankle. Green eyes stared at her and it let out a soft meow. 


“Looks like you’re new here. Welcome to Nerima, I guess” he smiled, kind and warm. 


“And why did you just assume that I’m new here?” 


“The cat doesn’t bother interacting with the usual residents, sometimes it is aggressive too” 
he said, holding up his hands, putting the numerous scratches on his fingers on display. His 
fingers were long and slender. She wondered whether they were softer than hers. “But you 

caught its fascination.” 


“Hah! I’m popular after all!” she flipped her hair behind her shoulders with an all too 
confident gait. 


The guy looked at her blankly. 
“T’m sorry, I don’t recognise you. Who are you again?” 


Kana didn’t know whether to be offended or grateful. But she understood one thing, her 
popularity was still niche, and nobody outside of the acting world even bothered about the 
gossip of her personal life. To a layman, actress Arima Kana might not even exist and that it 
doesn’t take long for people to forget someone. 


Still, old habits die hard — and the urge to gloat reared its ugly head. 


“You are in luck, mister! I’m Arima Kana, a rising actress — if you ask nicely, I might even 
give you my autograph." She pointed one thumb towards herself, putting on one of her 
dashing smiles, exclusively reserved for the cameras and the interviews. 


Petals fluttered around them, and the cat watched silently. The passer-by though, didn’t even 
spare a glance towards her theatrics. 


“Umm, I don’t have a pen or paper though.” 


Kana deflated. “Why are you so boring? You could at least pretend that you are glad for the 
chance to meet me.” 


“Uhh...” 


“Never mind. I guess it was too much to expect this from you” she sighed. “I should get 
going.” She kneeled to pet the kitty. The white fur was short and coarse, and the cat leaned 
into her palm for more pets. “At least, the cat recognises my popularity.” 


She stopped eventually and started walking away. 


“Hey!” he called from behind. “You could try visiting Towa Hall nearby. Maybe it would not 
be as drab as meeting me.” He scooped up the cat, who resisted it with every fibre of its 
being, hissing and scratching at his fingers. The guy didn’t seem to mind it, as if used to its 
antics — the feeling old and familiar. 


A sliver of sunlight broke out from the gaps of the overcast sky. The surface of the river 
shimmered. 


“I wish you all the luck Arima Kana-san. I have a feeling we will meet again.” 


She didn’t know why, but at that moment, even she felt the same - even though it was just a 
meeting with a stranger. The sun continued to play hide and seek, the clouds never quite 
letting go of the domain it coveted. There was little to justify the feeling in her mind, yet she 
didn’t want to forget the moment either. 


“Yeah, goodbye...?” 
“It’s Kousei.” 
“Well then, goodbye Kousei san.” 


She turned and walked away, looking for a certain Towa Hall. When she gazed back, neither 
Kousei nor the cat was there. 


Going to school felt different, post her visit to Nerima. A weekend of disconnect with 
familiar faces helped to put up that emotional distance in her mind, muting the longing to a 
dull memory. She still was friends with the Hoshino siblings and her usual classmates, but 
purposely kept aloof whenever Aqua and Akane were together. It was much better that way. 
Her focus which had waned earlier, returned with full force. 


And so, filling up the career guide form was easy. 


‘Actress’ she scribbled down. Academics were never the highlight for her — but they sure 
were for a certain someone. 


“I think you should come back.” 


Speak of the devil, she thought. Turns out even thinking about him could summon him in 
front of you. Career form submission would have to wait. 


She had never quite noticed how tall he had grown in the last two years. It seemed like he had 
gained twenty centimetres on her. Even Ruby had hit a growth spurt last year and grown a 

bit. She on the other hand had stayed at the same height barring two millimetres, quite 
negligible compared to the twins. 


“I think you should move aside” she looked straight ahead, not looking up to meet his gaze. 


“You can’t even look at me now? When you talk?" His voice was close to a sneer, but the 
desperation had more clarity in his tone rather than disdain. 


“I can, but not when you are trying to create a scene by blocking my way” she replied calmly, 
knowing full well that the students who were loitering in the corridor didn’t give a rat’s ass 
about her. Aqua, though, had shot to popularity after his reveal of being Ai Hoshino’s child. 
Ruby too. 


He backed down a bit — but didn’t relent. “I didn’t mean for B-Komachi, I have got a 
proposal for an acting job.” 


“PI see the script and decide for myself” she said. She wished she had the courage to say 
‘No’ without any questions asked, but even she knew that cutting off all contact with him 
may lead to a perilous career, especially now that she had even lost her footing as an idol 
member. And she already owed him her gratitude for covering up her blunder with Masanori 
Shima — it was one of the lowest times in her life. 


“Today evening?” 
“At six thirty then.” 
“Should I ma-” 


“Aqua!” Akane’s voice cut through clearly, diverting their attention — Ruby and she were 
waiting for him. Ruby gave a little wave to Kana and she waved back with a polite smile on 
her face. 


“You should go, they are waiting for you.” 


“You'll meet them this evening anyway” he said as he finally left her side. A part of her 
already expected that, but, honestly, Kana wasn’t looking forward to it. She probably should 
have let him finish speaking, but dinner at Strawberry productions was something she would 
rather avoid. 


For the first time in many days, she finally attended a full day of class. 


The walk to their old meeting spot was familiar. She was early - only Ruby and Mem-cho 
were there, immediately greeting her with their old inside jokes which turned into hellos; 
Miyako was busy in a video conference with some agency. What was unfamiliar was seeing 
Akane turn up in their circle, Aqua holding the door open for her to enter before him. 


“This is the script” he handed out a copy to Kana. “Others have been more or less briefed 
about this, but long story short, Kaburagi san wants us to star in his next movie “15 Years of 
Lie” based on my mother’s life. Gotanda san will be the director of the movie. Most of the 
major castings have been fixed, a few remain open, notably my mother’s and the role of a 
member of the original B-Komachi group.” 


“What about the others? You guys have picked a role already?” Kana addressed the crowd. 


“I haven't,” Akane said. “Still sitting on the fence whether to go for the lead role or settle for 
the role of the manager. The competition is hard.” 


“T heard director Gotanda san was looking for more established actresses though. It depends 
upon whether Shiranui Frill ends up accepting the role of the manager” Mem-cho 
commented. 


And she wasn’t even a choice for being casted in these roles, bitterness welled up in her 
heart, but she kept her poker face on; really, she couldn’t fault Akane — people were entitled 
to their choices, but at this moment the most entitled one was Aqua, not his girlfriend. 


“The male roles are also still open, Kaburagi san is negotiating with various agencies for Ai’s 
role and the others, but Arima, Pld like you to consider the casting of the B-Komachi 
member — the antagonist one” Aqua said. “Ruby and Mem-cho will be co-starring with you 
as the other members.” 


Ruby flashed a victory sign and Mem-cho just shrugged — they have made their peace with 
their roles. 


“And what role are you playing?” Kana asked, looking at Aqua. 


“The culprit” he replied, crossing his legs. It was a hard role, and anything related to Ai’s 
death had always caused his trauma to resurface — he waited for her comments along these 
lines, he waited for her concern for him to break out. But all she said was - 


“You always had a knack for those roles, even as a child”, dusting off her imaginary dirt from 
her skirt as she stood up. “Alright, let me give the script a read, I'll give you my answer by 
Saturday, this weekend, if that’s fine.” 


“That works — wait, you’re leaving?” 
“Told you” Ruby commented. 
“Shut up.” 


Mem-cho stood up to stop the situation from turning awkward. “Guys, stop. Arima san, I’ Il 
see you out.” 


That stopped the conversation, and Kana closed the door behind her with a quiet click. 


“Don’t mind him” the youtuber said on their way out. “The siblings can be a bit too much. 
But it was good having you back you know. You offset the duo’s vibe quite easily.” 


Mem-cho stuffed her hands in her pockets, not elaborating further. It wasn’t necessary, some 
situations didn’t need words — only understanding, and no one could understand it better than 
the person who had braved the fate of experiencing it first-hand. Her strides were slow, 
measured — and her hair was swished softly with each step; it had grown longer. 


“Thanks, Mem-cho. You are a good friend” Arima said at last. 
“Take care, Kana. Don’t be a stranger” she patted her back. 


“You too. See you later, then.” 


It was Wednesday. The weather was mostly clear, and the temperature tolerable. Tufts of 
clouds drifted lazily, providing shade intermittently to the vast land and sea beneath. It was a 
good day to kill someone. 


Maybe I'll buy some flowers, Akane thought. 


On this clear Wednesday afternoon, Kaburagi received a call from SA Entertainment. 
122 


“What? You are cancelling our agreement? 


The line was agog with frantic but desperate words on the other side, but he listened first 
before bursting into angry comments. 


“Oh my god, where’s she admitted?” 
He was given an address over a message. 
“Yes, I received it. Ill be there shortly” he disconnected the call. “Gotanda san!” 


“Yes!” the director came rushing from an adjacent room in the studio. “What’s the matter, 
who called?” 


“Katayose san had an accident and has been admitted to the hospital in a very critical 
condition. We are going there now!” 


“Masanori Shima san, a surprise to see you here,” Gotanda said. 


The hospital was a sterile thing; reeking of disinfectant and suffering, of tired and stressed 
souls. In that way, maybe he wasn’t that out of place. Perhaps, it was more of the fact that 
Shima rarely cared enough to turn up during someone’s times of misfortune. 


“T could say the same, you know.” 


They stood at the end of the corridor, facing the windows. The blinds were open and the 
concrete landscape of the city greeted them, the blackness of the night creeping in slowly. 
The lights were beautiful though, they shined the brightest in the dark. 


Shima almost fished out a pack of cigarettes to set up the mood, but stopped at the last 
moment. 


“Oops. Forgot this was a hospital.” 
“You could be ending up turning in here someday as a patient.” 
“Relax. There are other ways, too, like falling off a cliff while hiking.” 


“Not funny,” Gotanda warned. “It was bad luck for Yura san. Very unfortunate — her career 
might as well be over now.” 


“You might as well drop the act now, we both know that you came here only to assess 
whether she’ld be fit enough to play a role in your movie. Too bad for you huh? Her agency 
is really tough to negotiate with too.” 


He had been unable to see her face completely. Her head was bandaged up heavily, and she 
had laid motionless on the hospital bed, barely breathing — unnoticeable to the human eye. If 
it wasn’t for the heart monitor which beeped steadily, he would not even be able to 
differentiate whether she was dead or alive. Dressed in hospital gown, pale skin marred by 
bruises and cuts — she didn’t look too different from an ordinary mortal human, now that she 
was stripped off from the faux glamour of being an actress. 


She was really lucky to be alive. 


“Kaburagi is the one mostly doing the negotiation, I only came to wish her a get well soon. 
Wasn’t expecting her injuries to be so critical” he replied. “What about you though? Deals 
went sour?” 


Shima ran a hand through his hair, and sighed. 
“Nothing of that sort; I was eyeing her for a personal project of mine.” 
“Gross. Aren’t you married?” 


“Hey, the project is a legit one. I was just scoping out whether or not it had the potential to 
turn personal” he grinned, unashamed. “It is just so much better that way, especially when 
you combine the satisfaction of a job well done and the joys of earthly pleasure.” 


“At least have the decency to divorce your wife” Gotanda rebuked. 


“A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush. Besides, what she doesn’t know won’t hurt her. 
Not got the time and energy for a divorce either.” 


“You oer c6 


His phone buzzed, vibrating noisily and putting a pause in the conversation. He took out the 
device; the screen was lit with the caller ID of Kurokawa Akane. He signalled to Shima that 
he’ld be back in a few minutes after taking the call, as he walked a few steps away to have 
the conversation in whatever privacy he could afford. 


“Hello, what’s the matter, Kurokawa san?” 
Whatever she said is over in a jiffy, but the matter is definitely not to be taken lightly. 
“And you are sure about this? What is your agency saying?” 


He was trying, but he already knew it was futile. If Akane had taken the decision to inform 
him of this, then it was sure that she wouldn’t reply in affirmative. 


“T see. Thanks for the heads up. Bye.” 


When he came back to their conversational spot, Kaburagi was there. And he didn’t look 
happy, if one observed his face. Shima seemed disinterested in striking up a conversation 
with him, choosing to point him in his direction instead. 


“Bad news, Gotanda san. I tried to negotiate with SA Entertainment, but no other actress was 
available as per our requirements. I guess we have to go for Kurokawa san for the lead role, 
since the agency for Frill san has confirmed her role for playing the manager” Kaburagi 
pinched the bridge of his nose. 


Such a mammonistic man - not a single word about sympathising with Yura san, Gotanda 
thought. 


“About that, she just called me up and said she’s withdrawing from this movie completely” 
he said. 


He was stunned; the blood drained from his face — Taishi had to admit he felt a sick joy in 
witnessing the fact that Kaburagi wasn’t that unshakeable, after all. Even if it was just for 
money concerns. 


“What?! Why didn’t you try to stop her? Did you talk with their agency?!” 


“Apparently her agency has emailed you, since you were not reachable on the phone. Akane 
called me up to tell the news herself — there was no point in trying to change her mind.” 


“TPI call them up immediately,” he thundered. “What is this?! I won’t allow for this non-“ 
“Calm down” someone thumped his back. “You are causing a ruckus. This is a hospital.” 


“It doesn’t concern you, Masanori san” he shrugged off his hand, almost offended that he put 
them on him in the first place. 


“So your plan A and plan B have drowned in the waters, but so what? Plenty of other fish in 
the sea — and it’s good to experiment, no? And always chasing money is so boring. 


Sometimes, the goal should be just to make a sensation. Besides, you could always play safe 
and fall back on plan C and D and hope to rake in the money.” 


“What do you know?! The likes of your filmmaking could never match ours” the producer 
lashed out. A few nurses that were passing by casted judgemental stares before continuing on 
their way. Gotanda wondered whether he should step in to diffuse the situation. Turned out, 
he didn’t need to. 


Shima laughed. “True, true. I am the award winning director after all,” his sarcasm didn’t go 
unnoticed, as Masaya pressed his lips together instead of making a shallow retort that he was 
tempted to make. His filmmaking surpassed that of their production team, and the jibe hit the 
right place. “Alright then, since I don’t know anything, I’1l be taking my leave.” 


He disappeared around the turn of the corner, leaving the duo in peace. 
“PII be calling a taxi to my studio, Gotanda san are you coming?” Kaburagi asked. 
“T need a break, man. Maybe later.” 


“Do what you want” he muttered under his breath as he walked away, footsteps stomping 
heavily in a vain effort to control his anger and disappointment. 


Taishi slowly made his way to the smoking zone in a certain faraway corner of the hospital 
building. He had his fill of unexpected news today, and since no news is good news, he 
needed a hit of tobacco to compensate for the bad news he was subjected to. 


He barely lit up his lighter when- 
“Surprised to see you here, Taishi Gotanda san.” 
He finished lighting up his cigarette and drew in a puff. 


“Stop regurgitating my lines, Masanori san. I thought yov’ld have left already” he exhaled, 
wispy fumes slowly dissolving in the air. 


“Had to blow off some steam. That producer of yours put me in a real mood for smoking. 
And I wasn’t finished with our conversation so figured I might as well wait.” 


“How did you know I’Id even be here?” 

“Call it a hunch. We directors have a flair for these things.” 

Gotanda took another puff. “So, what did you want to say?” 

“In my opinion you should cast Arima Kana as the lead role. I think she’ll be fine.” 


“Why do you say so? I still think Kurokawa’s style is good enough for this film. She had got 
the ambition to pull it off, Pld say. Katayose truly was the perfect one to fill the role, her 
acting outclassed these youngsters by far.” 


“Too bad she dropped, huh. Anyway, it was just a suggestion — Kana isn’t there yet, but she’s 
got the potential. And really, she’ld be willing to play the lead role happily with her idol 
experience from her days at the bootleg B-Komachi.” 


“Your bias is blatant, Masanori san” he deadpanned. 


The said person grinned. “Guilty as charged, director.” He finished his cigarette, dumping the 
cigarette butt into a trash can nearby. He put on his beanie, fishing it out from a random 
pocket of his pants, the pockets spacious enough to house it. “But yeah, do what you want. At 
the end, you are the director — where’s the fun in being one if you can’t even get your 
favourites to don the roles you want?” 


Masanori did not wait for an answer from him. 


Kurokawa received a call from Gotanda, requesting for a meeting. She wasn’t too interested 
considering her schedule was packed. It was a busy Sunday. Besides, she already had an 
inkling as to what this meeting could probably go about like, and it was different from the 
agenda he said he would be addressing. But in the end, she decided to go — if not for him, 
then at least to give her well wishes to the actress she was supposed to replace for “15 Years 
of Lie”. Yes, they were meeting in the hospital, but Akane had no qualms regarding the odd 
choice of the spot. 


She arrived way earlier than their scheduled time and visited Katayose, but she didn’t dare to 
step foot in her room. Not because she didn’t want to, but because there was someone already 
in the room, a short brown haired girl, sitting on a tool. The girl seemed to be of her age, 
maybe a little older and was wearing a hoodie and t-shirt, coupled with jeans and sneakers. 
Earphones hung loosely around her neck, the end connected to her phone in the pocket of her 
blue jeans. 


Akane assessed the situation; it’ld be better for her to come back after her meeting, she 
thought, but the visitor happened to see her and motioned for her to come in anyway. 


“You can keep the gifts on that table. Her family will pick it up on their next visit” she said. 


Akane placed a small box — it was a pair of earrings, nothing fancy — and a ‘get well soon’ 
card on the table, careful to not make a noise. 


“The visiting hours are over — the hospital staff will be here soon. Let’s go? Unless you want 
to watch over her for a bit more.” 


Akane shook her head in the negative, and they stepped out. 


“Sawabe Tsubaki” she finally introduced herself. “And you are...Kurokawa san?” 


“Yes. I’m Kurokawa Akane, you guessed right” she did a bow in greeting, not surprised that 
she was recognised, then shot the question she was keen on asking since their conversation in 
the room. “Um, Sawabe san, you are a colleague of Katayose san? Or are you a friend?” 


“Neither” came the reply. “I was the one who brought her into the hospital. I have no 
personal relations with her.” 


“Oh” she wasn’t expecting that answer. 
“Just checking up on her, I guess. It wasn’t a pretty sight when I found her.” 


“It must have been terrible, I saw the news. It is only because of your quick action that she is 
alive today. She’ld have died if you hadn’t found her — the chances were very high 
considering the hike was in a very remote and secluded place.” 


Sawabe stuffed her hand in her pockets. “It was very unlikely, I have been to the spot so 
many times — and not once have people died or got injured. And although her gear was old, it 
was great, solid and sturdy, not the cheap ones.” 


“What were you even doing up there, though?” Akane couldn’t resist asking. 


“Oh me? I work in sound design; as a freelancer — sometimes I visit different regions to 
capture foley noises and various other background ambience for my clients. Or just gather 
materials for reference - it’s the age of CGI these days in movies and commercials” she 
explained. “It was just another such visit; I actually came to know of this accident when she 
was making wounded noises; it disrupted my audio recording. Obviously I helped her to the 
extent possible, but the fall had already occurred.” 


“She was still conscious?” 


“And bleeding a lot. It was a distressing sight — gashes, scrapes, broken limbs” Tsubaki 
closed her eyes, massaging her eyelids with her thumb and middle finger, as if trying to rub 
off that bloody image from the canvas of her mind. 


“That’s —“ 


Akane’s phone buzzed; the caller ID read as ‘Mr. Gotanda’. “I’ve to take this, Sawabe-san. I 
actually came for a meeting, it looks like the other party is here.” 


“Alright. Later then” Sawabe nodded as she started heading off. 


“Hey, umm, do you have a visiting card?” Akane stopped her with a question. Tsubaki looked 
surprised, but didn’t deny her. 


“Ah sure. I forget my manners sometimes,” she replied, taking out a card from an inside 
pocket on her hoodie. “Here it is — I tend to miss my calls often due to various recordings. 
Don’t get deterred and just drop me a text or an email.” 


“Thanks, I’ld be sure to give it a ring — but let me attend to this call first, okay?” Kurokawa 
smiled with the promise of a future communication, and waved her goodbye as Sawabe 


finally went the other way. 
Finally, she pressed on the green button flashing on the screen. 


“Hello Mr. Gotanda.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Finally found time to update this. Leap year yay! 


End Notes 


Timeline - The Hoshino's are in their final year at school. Kaori Miyazono died three years 
ago. Aqua hasn't found out Ai's killer yet. 
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